In these long winter nights when moon doth steer
her lazy car through heaven with what pale charms

when dawn comes late with later Chanticleer,
and anxious hearts endure a year's alarms,

I should have died of weariness and fear
had not thy phantom form, of all love's harms

sweet remedy and salve, as ghost as dear,
glided all naked to her lover's arms*

Thou art so proud that only in a dream
can I be private with thee and believe
that I at last am pillowed at thy breast.

There all is given. There with joys that seem
doth gentle sleep my amorous pain deceive,
and, where naught else avails, deception's best.
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